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over their faces and letting yon see not enough; for
many Turkish women are pretty,

One day I was in the upper room of a photogra-
pher's shop when two Turkish women came in and
removed their veils, standing with their backs to the
English infidel. One was obviously much younger
than the other, and seemed to have a beautiful fig-
ure. I was gazing at it, perhaps rather steadily,
when, evidently aware of my glance, she turned
slowly and deliberately round. For two or three
minutes she faced me, looking to right and left of
me, above me, even on the floor near my feet, with
her large and beautiful blue-gray eyes. She was
lovely. Young, perhaps eighteen, she was slightly
painted, and her eyebrows and long curling lashes
were blackened. Her features were perfect, her
complexion was smooth and brilliant, and her ex-
pression was really adorable. It seemed to say to
me quietly:

"Yes, you are right. It is foolish ever to conceal
such a face as this with a veil when really there is not
too much beauty in the world. Mais que voulez-
YOUS? Les Turcs!" And the little hanura surely
moved her thin shoulders contemptuously. But
her elderly companion pulled at her robe, and slowly
she moved away. As the two women left the room,
the photographer, a Greek, looked after them, smil-
ing. Then he turned to me, spread out his thin
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